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THE SUN AND MAYOR COOPER. 
orn brilliant two-cent contemporary, that 








professes to shine for all, has, we are 

sorry to say, had its effulgence much 
dimmed of late by the extraordinary position 
it has assumed with respect to Mayor Cooper 
and the Police Commissioners. 

Puck has certainly not hesitated to express 
his opinion pretty freely of Mayor Cooper 
when this gentleman has deserved it, but as 
we cannot divest ourselves of the idea that he 
really means well, we don’t feel justified in 
standing by and allowing him to be unjustly 
scolded. 

This the Sun has undertaken to do in its 
issue of August 8th, and the article, for .aspeci- 
men of ingenious special pleading, is decidedly 
unique. 

This is not astonishing, considering that, 
during Mr. Dana’s European trip, Mr. Bartlett, 
formerly an unsuccessful counsel for an ex- 
Police Commissioner, has been allowed to air 
his views in the editorial columns to his heart’s 
content. 

It is needless to say that Mr. Bartlett thinks 
he is right, and that Governor Robinson, in con- 
firming the dismissal of Commissioner Smith, 
consequently is wrong. 

Here we have one man’s opinion against that 
of another, and, odd as it may seem, we prefer 
that of good old Governor Robinson for several 
reasons. 

In the first place, because it appeals to the 
quality known as common sense; and secondly, 
because, with all due deference ‘to Mr. Bartiett 
and his leaded Sun article, the Governor’s 

. decision is strictly according to law. 

Our police have never been accused of being 
models of efficiency: On the contrary, the 
press never séems happy unless it has some un- 
kind things tosay. about them: Daily are cruel 
charges laid at theif doors, It has been whis- 
pered that on one or two occasions the police 
have seen fit to gently tap the skulls of citizens 
offensive’to thém. Nor ‘have their traducers 
hesitated—but this is positively too-ridiculous 

“*—to Hint “at their occasionally relieving the 





monotony of their arduous profession by seek- 
ing the relaxation that a nice little burglary 
grants. 

But it is useless to dwell on such foul calum- 
nies as these. Of course, none of the charges 
will hold water for a moment; for have we not 
the finest police force in the world —angels who 
would bind us in silken chains and strike us 
with a feather? Then think, after all, how fine 
is the discipline of the force, and how exqui- 
sitely sweet the Commisioners have kept the 
city streets, 

Since they have carried out their duties so 
admirably, it is but fair that they should retire 
and let some other less wise citizens learn the 
secret of their success, for the benefit of future 
generations, Mr. Bartlett and the Sun to the 
contrary notwithstanding. 

We are dreadfully sorry that we cannot see 
—much as we should like to—the necessity for 
a Commissioner who has just been a leetle lazy 
employing counsel to defend his trifling weak- 
nesses, 

The Governor and Mayor just happen, per- 
haps unfortunately, to be responsible to the 
people who elected them, and it is shocking— 
positively shocking—that they should have it 
in their power to summarily dispense with the 
services of their naughty subordinates. 

We don’t know how they do it, but they do. 








THE OPENING OF THE BUTLER CAMPAIGN 
IN MASSACHUSETTS. 


Se pli no convention has yet been 
held, or captured, in Massachusetts, it 
may be safely stated that the Butler raid 
on the State House has commenced. Though 
the campaign has not formally been opened, 
Butler has opened his mouth. 

That settles it. But what are we to expect ? 

Of course, Dinnis Kearney is packing his 
gripsack for a tour among the lecherous bond- 
holders of the Bay State; has got his war-paint 
on, and feathers on his legs, and _ has stuffed 
out his lean jaws with boluses of bad language. 

Of course, the foremen of daily papers, 
‘out of sorts,” are ordering type from the 
foundries, that they may have plenty of em, 
2-em, aye, and even of 4-em = to de- 
scribe properly, —, ——, i! 
what Kearney and Butler will ‘say in their 
speeches. Of a certainty, all Massachusetts 
editorial writers are taking advantage of the 
state of the market, and are laying in stocks 
of gall with which to fill their ink-stands dur- 
ing the coming campaign. And Beacon Street, 
as it crosses the Common on its tottering but 
aristocratic legs, shivers as it imagines it sees 
the Day of Wrath coming, with Butler riding 
in the clouds astride of a spoon, borne down 
upon them on the wings of a political whirl- 
wind. And, by way of suggestion, why don’t the 
Butlerites put a big bull-frog in the frogless 
Frog-Pond—a bull-frog with the Butler-eyes 
and mouth—that might glare at Beacon Street 
and frighten it out of its wits, if it has any? 
Little notions like this often have great effect. 
Quaker guns lost us the first Bull-Run; a But- 
ler-frog might flabbergast Beacon Street. 

But what will be the result? After all the 
bad language on the stump and in the papers, 
somebody whose name is zof B. F. Butler will 
be Governor of Massachusetts. 

Puck is sorry. We like to make this journal 
as full of spice as possible and with Butler up 
in arms, we always have plenty of material to 
work withal. But with Butler retired to private 
life—why, it would be almost'as bad as losing 
Talmage! 

However, we have little fear, for Bully Ben 
is as irrepressible as the Sprite in a pantomime; 
if he goes down there, hey, presto! here he is 
again. 








Purkerings. 


TuE Bloody Shirt is on the reek again, 


Tue watering-places are doing a good busj- — | 4 


ness. Ditto the liquoring. 


One of the Philadelphia papers has just in. }} 
serted a joke about Sarah Bernhardt. 


Ir would be safer for the average fancy cler- 
gyman if he had never learned to write. 


A VULGAR person writes to ask us if Benja- 
min F.’s trouserings can properly be called the 
Butler’s pantry. 


One would think the sun was at white heat, 
just now, And yet the solar furnaces must have 
been coaled very recently. 


THE sea-cows are found only in southern 
waters, but every proprietor of a hotel located 
near the ocean keeps his C lams. 


CoMMUNICATION from the Reverend Adiren- 
dack Murray:—A buckboard wagon— a he 
nanny-goat ennuié with caudal oscillation. 


THE peach crop promises to be so plentiful 
this year that the Delaware farmers are talking 
seriously of getting up a destructive frost on or 
about August 15th. 


Kine KELLy ought to remember that it is 
the fate of kings to get shot; and that even in 
the slang acceptation of the. term, such a fate 
is far from agreeable. 


AN English army-officer can’t plan a cam- 
paign, or whip the Zulus, or protect a guest of 
the nation, or behave himself as a gentleman; 
but he can flog blazes out of a private soldier. 


WE are astonished to notice that our young 
men appear to be taking steps toward the in- 
troduction of a novel fashion—the wearing of 
evening dress in the day-time. We have seen 
several thousands of them sporting white ties 
in the street. 


It was tough on Torquemada that he died 
before he had a chance to gaze on the Sing- 
Sing paddle and the British cat, those sweet 
ministers of moral suasion—bright blossomings 
of the civilization of the nineteenth century. 
They would have made the old man’s heart 
glad. 


A PRESBYTERIAN clergyman preached, last 
Sunday, in the 57th St. church, a sermon on. 
‘‘ Hell.” We don’t wish to say anything against 
the reverend gentleman’s theology, and we 
have no doubt that he is personally a very 
worthy man; but we feel quite at liberty to say 
that he is direfully short on tact. 


WE feel it our duty to remark that Harper's 
Weekly is one of the finest publications of its 
class issued in this country. All it wants to 
make it a truly popular periodical is a little 
improvement which the publishers could well 
afford to throw in at the subscription price— 
a key, with diagrams-and illustrations, to Mr. 
Nast’s cartoons. 








NOTICE. 
. —_—c— 
Numbers 1, 2, 4, 5, 9, 10, 18, 14, 22, 25, 26, 
40 and 47 of Puck will be hought at this office, 21 & 
23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy. 
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FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. C. 


YACHT CRUISE 
CONTINUED. 


Ya-as aw, I must 
pwoceed with my 
wemarks on the peo- 
ple on board. 

Two of the young 
un marwied f-f-fe- 
male cweatures are, 
I should say, verwy 
fai-ah specimens of 
the Amerwican 
young woman, They dwess well—aw that is 
to say, they seem to have the corwect ideah of 
putting on their clothes in a mannah to set 
them off to the best advantage. A jaunty, at- 
twactive style, ye know—a verwy agweeable 
peculiarwity with these wepublican gyurls. 

I don’t mean to say that our Englishwomen 
have no wegard to appearwances, or have no 
tastethat would aw be too absurd; but I’m 
fwee to confess that pwopah ide-ahs on the cut 
of aw fwocks and things are weally maw gener- 
wally diffused he-ah; at least so Jack says. 

Miss Marwy Slowcum—que-ah name, isn’t 
it?—-was the blonde cweature’s name. She 
had wathah pwetty blue eyes with a dash of 
deviltwy in them, a neat figure, though a twifle 
scwaggy. 

Jack called her features wegulah, and I be- 
lieve, fwom my own observation, that her 
cheeks were wosy—quite a ware thing in the 





* averwage Amerwican girl. 


Aw I almost believe they do something to 
their faces to appe-ah pale and interwesting. 
Anothah weason, perhaps, for my admirwation 
was that Miss Marguerwite appwoved of her. 
Consequently this young cweature must have 
had some good points, faw Miss Marguerwite 
does not like everwybody. 

The othah young woman to whom I am de- 
sirwous of making weferwence is a bwunette 
—that is, a dark cweature, with eyes and hair 
to match,- She is not so scwaggy as the 
b-b-blonde, and, although Jack informs me her 
male parwent used to sell tea, sugah and othah 
gwocerwies in some wegion in the western 
countwy, she has been so well bwought up that 
she would pass mustah verwy wespectably for 
an appwoach to arwistocwatic bweeding. I 
can ovahlook her inclination to be slangy, be- 
cause, I’m sorwy to say, many of our set in 
England indulge in this exceedingly wepwehen- 
sible habit. 

The majorwity of us were lolling and lying 
about on wugs a considerwable time aftah 
bweakfast, the men—those of not particularly 
good form—smoking cigarwettes in the pwe- 
sence of ladies, and the women embwoider- 
wing or twying to wead. I wemained in the 
backgwound talking to Miss Marguerwite. I 
had alweady smoked a p-p-pipe. 

I didn’t know pwecisely where the cwaft had 
been wanderwing to, but fwom what weached 
my bwain of the sailing fellaws’ wemarks, I- 
had weason to believe that we were somewhere 
in the neighborwhood of aw Newport. The 
weathah was not bad, and the scenerwy all 
arwound quite decent. There were severwal 
othah yachts about, the sails of which looked 
quite clean—aw just as if they had just come 
fwom the wash. 

The scene aw was what some literwarwy fel- 
laws would call quite womantic, and I almost 
felt inclined to ask Miss Marguerwite if it 
would be twespassing too much on her kind- 
ness—too much twouble aw, to ask her to be- 
come Mrs, Fitznoodle, but I thought it perw- 
haps bettah to defer the operwation until aftah 
dinnah, if I didn’t feel used up then. 

So I stwolled about the aw white deck, talked 





to some of the youngah membahs of the party, 
of the woughah sex, especially those who were 
wigged out in an alarmingly nautical style. 
They afforded me a little amusement, and were 
verwy anxious I should understand that they 
were American gentlemen and amateur yachts- 
men. 

I shall finish this verwy inferwiah descwip- 
tion of our yachting twip when next I wite, 
and perwhaps speak of othah mattahs, just as 
the spirwit moves me aw. 
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WHAT DIDN'T HAPPEN LAST WEEK. 
a generations will know all about 


the events that occur in our present, 

their past. But, moved by the spirit of 
genuine philanthrophy, Puck may, from time 
to time, beginning to-day, record a few of the 
most important events that do not occur, for the 
information of our hindfathers. 

Susan B. Anthony was not married last 
Saturday. 

Not anticipating a rise in whitewash, several 
thrifty Congressmen failed to lay in a stock of 
the article. 

Bennett did not say that the North Pole was 
not a barber’s pole. 

No one declared that Lorne has a level head. 

Denis Kearney didn’t live exclusively on 
pork. He regaled himself occasionally with 
corn-beef and cabbage. 

George, the Count Joannes, didn’t formally 
claim that beautiful melody: ‘‘My Johanna 
lives in Harlem.” In the first place, that is 
not where his Johanna lives; in the second 
place, he hasn’t any Johanna, 

As Dr. Mary Walker tried on a new pair of 
trousers she didn’t exclaim: “Once more into 
the breeches, dear friends, once more.” 

Captain Williams didn’t club anybody. 

Zach, Chandler didn’t join a Moderation 
Society. 

Evarts was not delivered of a short sentence. 

Thos. Nast didn’t elope with Gail Hamilton. 

The Widow Butler didn’t pine for Denis. 

Secretary McCrary didn’t ram the fuse into 
the bore of a loaded gun. 

John Kelly didn’t -partake of a love-feast 
with Samuel J. Tilden. 

Peter Cooper didn’t burst his air-cushion. 

Theodore Tilton didn’t have his hair cut. 

A Harlem manipulator of the shoe-brush 
didn’t claim that he was like the president of a 
Sunday-school—a shining example. 

Leo C, Evans. 











QUITE AN IDEA. 





“Yes, old man—fact, I assure you. Venti- 
lated clothing—big thing—try it. It givesa 
fellow an air, you know.” 





HAS CAPITAL ANY RIGHTS? 


HAT’S what we want to get at? 
Has capital any rights that labor is 


bound to respect? From a somewhat 
careful perusal of the speeches and resolu- 
tions of what is denominated, by itself, as the 
Labor Party, it seems as if Capital were a sort 
of horrible monster, intent upon devouriag the 
masses, and which should be incontinently and 
thoroughly smashed. 

The fancy seems to be that a man who works 
for eight hours daily with his hands, and takes 
home his wages on Saturday night represents 
Labor; while a man who labors with brain as 
well as hands, all day long, and evenjinto mid- 
night— who frequently even labots in his 
dreams—and, instead of getting wages for his 
work, finds his money steadily oozing out in 
the crevices of his enterprise—this man repre- 
sents Capital, which is a synonym for Bloated 
Aristocracy. 

Against this idea Puck protests, And, young 
as he is, he remembers that it was not so in the 
old and happier days} before “‘strikes”’ arose 
and combinations of numbers sought to grab at 
and seize combinations of dollars, Then labor, 
like a sound tub, stood upon its own bottom; 
now the laborers seem like a lot of shaky and 
unhooped staves only able to stand up by lean- 
ing against each other, 

The greatest men this country has ever pro- 
duced commenced life at manual labor, and 
rose to fame and wealth, of by growling at the 
capital which employed them; ot by forming 
secret societies and leagues against their em- 
ployers, but by being sed/-re/iant, and making 
the value of their labor appreciated and paid 
for. They didn’t strike and say, “all men at 
our trade must receive $3.00 a day, and work 
only eight hours;” no, they struck, each man 
for himseif, to get the biggest wages for the 
most and the best work, and let the lazy fellows 
take care of themselves. 

It is not many months since it required a 
strong police force to prevent dissatisfied la- 
borers from attacking Capital with the torch of 
the incendiary and firing the car-stables in this 
city; and more recently a workman, being re- 
fused employment, stabbed the man who refused 
him through the heart. Wealth does not bring 
happiness, necessarily; it would be far easier, 
to-day, to pick out 50,000 happy workingmen 
in this community than 1000 capitalists with 
their souls possessed in peace. 

But still the workingman goes on overloading 
the man who employs him; he burdens him 
with ‘‘shop-rules”’; he won’t have apprentices; 
he bars out female labor, or crushes it down 
into starvation prices; he demands his own 
hours of labor and his own rates of pay, irre- 
spective of any consideration as to whether his 
employer is doing a paying business or not. 

Now, employers cannot bear everything, and 
there are instances of their withdrawing from 
trade and retiring to a frugal life on the remains 
of their money. It is not in the range of pro- 
babilities, but suppose two-thirds of the men of 
wealth in this country should stop business and 
invest their capital in European securities, 
where would the skilled artisans, clever mecha- 
nics and able laborers seek pay for their labor 
and skill? 

Labor and Capital are the Siamese Twins of 
our National prosperity; the link that binds 
them is mutual respect. Sever that, tamper 
with it even, and the life of both is sacrificed. 

Of course there are oppressive capitalists. 
Has not Puck oftentimes scorched them, O, 
reader? But we speak not of the exceptional 
cases, but of the rule, in which the antagonism 
of hatred against Capital seems to be kept warm 
in the hearts of Labor by the ill-conditioned 
demagogues whom Labor allows to lead it, and 
dictate to it. 
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AN OPEN LETTER FROM HON. JOHN KELLY 
TO MR. SAMUEL J. TILDEN. 


COMPLIMENTS OF THE SEASON, 


H, Sam Tilden, Sam Tilden, 
But it’s you that is buildin’ 
Foine castles-in-Spain, d’you mind, 
‘Though, afore you get through, 
You may have cause to rue 
The day that you thought I was blind. 


Like the cats av Kilkenny, 
You and I have had many 
A toight, as in ’seventy-six, 
Whin the great big Convintion 
An’ wan thing I won’t mintion, 
You caught wid your divil’s own thricks. 


Though now you've a cat’spaw 
In the Gov’nor, an,’ what’s more, 
Mayor Cooper ’s a hand in the poi; 
Faith, I think I can block it, 
An’ all three, like a rgcket, 
Sind off to the divil skoi-hoigh. 


’Tis a shrewd game you’re playin’, 
But, wid all your pipe-layin’, 

I think you'll come out wid a loss, 
An,’ around nixt November, 
Be the powers you'll remember 

That wan, but not two, can be Boss, 


You'll hear such a ruction, 
That you'll think ‘‘ usufruction ” 
Has played phwat the Chinese call ‘< hellee,”’ 
An’ your ‘‘bar’ls,” now flowing, 
You can use to go rowin’ 
Up Salt River. Yours truly, John Kelly, 
M. F, Donovan. 








PUCK’S HISTORY OF OIRELAND. 


(Compiled from the Posthumous Notes of the late Pro- 
Jessor Dennis Mc Ballywhack of Maynooth.) 








CHAPTER XXXII. 


IRELAND AS AN ISLAND OF SAINTS—SANCTUS 
OwnrEy—RIVALRY OF THE SAINT-HATCHERS 
IN PENNSYLVANIA—SOME RECENT SAINTS IN 
New YoRK—REMARKS AS TO THE DEVOTION 
OF THE OIRISH RACE—THE GREATEST SAINT 
OF ALL, 


Insula Sanctorum! Asa boss isle of Saints 
Ireland has long been famous. From the time 
of St. Patrick, the Champion Snake-charmer, 
down to our own days, there has been no 
country equal to turning out at short notice 
such an A 1 quality of Saints of all sizes and 
colors as Ireland. In this chapter it is not pro- 
posed to say anything about St. Pat. He has 
already been written up ad nauseam. Nor of 
St. Kevin — though “St. Kevin wanst was 
thravelin’ in a place called Glendalough, and 
there he met wid King O’Toole an’ axed him 
for a chaw’—for Kevin was never celebrated 
for anything in particular except running away 
from a young female who had some jewelry’ 
she wished to dispose of—‘rich and rare were 
the gems she wore”—wherein Kevin showed 
he wasn’t so good a business man as Rev. Fa- 
ther Kucker, who got stuck on diamonds by 
Mrs, Schoonmaker, while Kevin could proba- 
bly have got his “‘gems” at a bargain. 

No; we prefer to bring eur list of Saints 
down to more modern days and to chant the 
praise of those whose names are not to be found 
in the ordinary libraries. 

Undoubtedly one of the greatest of Ireland’s 


Saints is St. Owney Geoghegan. His mission 
on earth seems to be to bring sinners to repen- 
tence,in which he is a success, for he never got 
hold of a sinner who didn’t repent the fact. 
St. Owney is also an imitator of the old anchor- 
ites and frequently is anchored in cells made 
from the primitive rock, where his diet, if not 
of locusts and wild honey, is of a very plain 
and skilly-like character. Some of the howly 
men ot old were broiled on gridirons, hanged 
up by their heels and stoned to death: thus 
they became martyrs as well as saints. It is 
hoped that St. Owney may yet become a 
martyr. 

Another Oirish sajnt is St. Jerry (0) Dono- 
van (Rossa.) St. Judas, we are informed, “‘car- 
ried the bag.” St. Jerry would fain have car- 
ried the bag also; but several other saints were 
Pund skirmishing for the bag and so St. Jerry 
swallowed himself into that seclusion which 
dead failure grants. 

The State of Pennsylvania went into the 
Saint-hatching business, and bade fair to out- 
rival the ould dart herself; but she raised too 
many Saints at too short notice, and the names 
cannot be obtained for History, although we 
believe the Sheriffs of Mauch Chunk and Potts- 
ville have them. They practised strange re- 
ligious rites, and were known as mollim-aguiras. 

In the olden time Saints could stand on 
their heads and hang their coats on sun-beams. 
But nowadays the nearest approach to these 
howly acts of prestidigitation and athletics is 
in sliding off on their ears, as was neatly ac- 
complished by SS. Sweeni and Connolli. 

We instance some of these latter-day Saints 
of Oireland and call attention to the way the 
Oirish people worship them — with what a 
simple, unreasoning way they worship them! 

Go west, young scoffer, as far only as the 
coal fields of Schuylkill Co. and scoff at the 
mollim-aguiras who were strung up to glory by 
a Sheriff, and never, never again will you have 
a chance to say the Oirish do not worship their 
Saints! 

Witness how they worshipped the late St. 
Sweeni, on his coming back to life for a few 
weeks in New York. 

And the greatest Saint of all—St. Joannes 
Kellius—not only has, but boasts that he has, 

sixty thousand worshippers. As mission on 
earth is to inculcate those sacred tenets of the 
Church, ‘perpetual poverty”? and “entire 
obedience’’; his worshippers, as may be well- 
noted any voting day, at the polling booths, 
being as poor as church-mice and as obedient 
as sheep. 

All of which goes to show that the people of 
Oireland, scatter them as you may, still keep 
up their ould customs and manners. France, 
Germany, Spain, Italy and England have gone 
out of the Saint-manufacturing business; but 
dear ould Oireland clings to it still. 

For what would an Oirishman be widout 
someone to worship ? 
Sancte Jack Kelli, ora pro Puc! 








A SAD CASE. 


Avcust 4th, 1879. 
Dear Puck: 


Here’s a goodone, Why is a horny-fisted— 
No, that won’t do. What is the difference be- 
tween a horny-fisted son of a—. Wait, now 
I’ve got it. Let X=a horny-fisted son of the 
soil, Y =a black-walnut bureau-drawer, and 
Z=a pitcher of water. 

Now what is the difference between X and 
Y+Z. Well, I'll tell you: 

Because X is a hewer of wood and a drawer 
of water, and 

Y & Z is a drawer of wood and a ewer of 
water. See? V. E. D. 














ANSWERS TO POETICAL QUERIES, 

N acan’t-keep-it-to-himself mood, William 
Brown inquires of us: “Shall I tell you 
whom I love?” You may, William, but 

look out for yourself if it be the same girl that’s 
playing on our heart-strings. 

Sir Walter Scott wants to know “Where shall] 
the lover rest?” If they won’t bury him in 
Potter’s Field, Sir Walter, you may plant him 
under our grapevine. 

Shakspere asks us three; first, he wants to 
know ‘‘ Why should this desert silent be?” 
That’s easy—a simoon has just buried our mo- 
ther-in-law in the sand; and the silent bee has 
sprained its hummer. 

Second: ‘“‘ Come, shall we go and kill us 
venison ?”’ Would like to first-rate, but it’s out 
of season just now, and the penalty would 
make lean our purse. 

Third: ‘‘ What would you have, you curs?” 
They’ll have anything they can fasten their 
jaws on; what they deserve is frequent bou- 
quets of poison and lead. 

William Howard mournfully inquires: “And 
is the swallow gone?” Yes, William, ’tis gone; 
it was the cat! 

The same bard wants to know ‘‘ Who has 
not dreamed a world of bliss?” The fellow 
that has never osculated with a pretty girl by 
starlight over the front gate. 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge gives us an easy 
one: “‘ Hast thou a charm to stay the morning 
star?” We'll give you several: A schooner of 
lager; a sniff of corn-juice; a good-looking 
servant-girl, and a suspicion of a brawl around. 
the corner—all these will stay a morning star. 

Christina Rossetti wants to know, hic, you 
know, ‘‘ Does the road wind up-hill all the 
way?” Another question like that, Christina, 
and we'll set a temperance society on your 
trail. 

Sir John Suckling sympathetically asks: 
“Why so pale and wan, fond lover?’’ It’s our 
opinion that Henrietta has just given fond lover 
a very large mitten. 

With more sympathy he again asks: ‘‘ Why 
so dull and mute, young sinner?” Young sin- 
ner, Sir John, has been pulling his first cigar, 
and his stomach’s slightly indignant. We’ve 
been there. 

Warm-heartedly, Robert Burns asks: “‘Should 
auld acquaintance be forgot?” Never! Here, 
Louisa K-ll—g, let’s kiss and make up. 

From a seat on the soft side of a rail, Jean 
Ingelow want’s to know ‘‘ What change hath 
made the pastures sweet?” Why, you see, 
Jean, Hank and Bill were carrying a tup of sap 
to the house, when suddenly Hauk stubbed his 
toe and—oh, what’s the use of saying any 
more ? 


E. C. Stedman indignantly asks: ‘ Which is 
the wind that blows the cold?” Yes, indeed, 
which? We’d like to know, too. Have had 
enough of that infernal- epizootic. If we ever 


discover that wind, it’ll get a furious ‘“ blow- 
ing up.” 

How like unto his name is Robert Greene 
when he propounds the following: “‘Ah! what 
is love?” Pshaw! Everybody knows that. It’s 
one of the very first things we learnt. Why, 
love, Robert, love is—love is—let’s see—love 
is—confound it! love is love! 

James Montgomery wearily asks: ‘“‘ O where 
shall rest be found?” If you won’t whittle or 
spit on it, friend James, we’ll let you sit on our 
cellar-door. 

Concerning the state of affairs on “the other 
side of Jordan,” Edmund Spenser anxiously 
inquires: ‘‘ And is there care in heaven?” Of 
course there is; you’ve got to trim out and dust 
off your wings, mend your harp-strings, and 
dodge your creditors. 





Jay GILBERT. 
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PUCK. 








TRODDLEDUMS, THE SIMIAN. 





Pegasus, you spavined hack, 

Take me up upon your back. 

Bear me to the Afric wild, 

Where we’ll meet with Nature’s child, 
Troddledums, and I will tell 

What one dire day him befell. 





This is Troddledums, the ape, 
Note his sylph like, graceful shape. 
Note the regularitee 

Of his features fair to see. 





This is the Zulu warrior Goo— 
Jimbolulurikaroo. 

With a ring in his nose he’s fully dressed, 
And he hides a deep design in his breast. 





Three empty pumpkins seizes he, 
Makes apertures in all the three. 
The big one on his head he stands; 
The other two are for his hands. 





And when to a sheaf of wheat he comes 
He awaits the unwary Troddledums. 








PART IL. 


Troddledums comes unawares; 
And here’s the position of affairs— 
A little arrangement well-designed 
To tempt the Simian’s curious mind. 





And Troddledums presently stops to view 
The pumpkin that in a wheat-stack grew. 
And then, on.all-fours, with deliberation, 
He makes a thorough examination. 





Then lifts the pumpkin up, with wonder, 
To find out just what may be thereunder. 





And without delay he finds it out, 

In a way that leaves him no room for doubt. 
For Goo—the rest we will not repeat— 
Gets him firmly by both his feet. 





Troddledums grieves, for the Zulu sinner 
Undoubtedly counts on a monkey dinner. 
And with widely different feelings they go 
Homeward, forming this sweet tableau. 





But even Zulu craft won’t avail 

When the victim has a prehensile tail. 
[A hint—you see what the British missed 
By not using tails with a vigorous twist } 





Troddledums goes for a tree, and goes 
In a way that worries the Zulu’s nose. 
Which shows what an injudicious thing 
It is to end your nose in a ring. 





And Troddledums hitches that ring, anyhow, 
Over a light, but lively bough. 





So here’s the result, which I need not name. 


But I will, though: Troddledums laughs and lives. 


And as for Goo—whatever’s his name— 
Between nose and bough, it’s the nose that gives. 





[More hereafter.] 























| 
| 
| 
) 


















PUCK, 





AT ROCKAWAY. 





Mr. Isaac Moses, of Chatham Street.— 
*¢ Oxcuse me, Mr. Jones, but we don’ want no 
Ghristians here, uf you blease.” 








A REFUGEE FROM MEMPHIS. 
E walked into a crowded Third Avenue 
car, just starting from the City Hall yes- 
terday. His clothing had a summery 
appearance, his hat being of honey-comb shape, 
while his trousers needed stretching and the 
long ulster that swept down to his tattered 
boots had the same complaint as the Irish ten- 
antry—the rents were altogether too big. Over 
his shoulder he carried a bundle done up in 
a bandanna that evidently hadn’t seen a laun- 
dry since it was made. As-he hung to the 
swaying strap and laid down his bundle he 
said: 

‘* Pardon my seemingly shabby appearance, 
ladies and gentlemen, but I left home in such 
a hurry that a change of linen was out of the 
question. You see I’m a poor, homeless, wan- 

‘dering refugee from the fever-stricken city of 
Memphis—”’ 

Here ensued a stampede of passengers. Two 
fat women carrying baskets eloped for the front 
entrance, while the remainder of the car-load 
were making good time for home by the rear 
platform. The driver stopped the car at once, 
while the conductor slammed the rear door. 
Then he came around to the front platform, 
and after a half-hour’s parley with the driver, 
ordered the stranger to get up and get. The 
wearied man picked up his bundle and a trade- 
dollar that some excited fellow-passenger had 
dropped, and did as he was bid. As he slowly 
meandered along Park Row, a crowd surround- 
ing a vender of tooth-powder attracted his at- 
tention, and he mingled withthem. The ped- 
dler was saying: 

“Now, then, gentlemen, this is the most 
wonderful discovery of the nineteenth century. 
It will make the dirtiest set of teeth white as 
the driven snow. No harm to try before you 
buy. Step right up—ten cents a box, or three 
for a quarter. Will you allow me, sir, (address- 
ing the hew comer), to show what can be done 
with this wonderful and unequalled tooth-pow- 
der?” 

Here the vendor grabbed the stranger’s head, 
yanked it back, and, after exposing two rows 
of teeth that a scrubbing-brush and sand 
couldn’t clean, was about to begin operations, 
when the victim lifted up his voice and a quar- 
ter lying on the vendor’s stand, and said: 

‘I’m a poor, homeless, wandering refugee 
from the fever-stricken city of Memphis—”’ 

The vendor dropped the man’s head, picked 
up his portable stand, and as he ran across the 
Park was making the fastest go-as-you-please 
time on record. As for the crowd, it had 








scattered to the four winds, and the stranger 
was as much alone as though he were a ship- 
wrecked mariner on a desert island. He re- 
sumed his weary walk until he reached the 
first liquor store. Sauntering up to the counter 
he began to harpoon the eatables at the free- 
lunch table, and as he stowed away the articles 
under his vest, he began, in a tone of melan- 
choly sadness: 

‘Gentlemen, my actions may seem ill-bred, 
but with a half-starved man hunger must be satis- 
fied before good manners can be attended to.” 

The bartender reached for a club and told 
the apologetic stranger that if he wouldn’t leave 
at once he’d go for him. 

“*My dear sir,” resumed the gaunt-looking 
new arrival, with a deprecatory wave of the 
hand and a childlike smile that was spoiled by 
his having a mouthful of pickled cabbage to 
attend to; “I can understand your astonisb- 
ment at what may seem impudence on the part 
of an entire stranger, and I am not offended at 
the anger it causes you to display. But when 
I say that I am a poor, homeless, wandering 
es from the fever-stricken city of Mem- 
phis—’ 

Five schooners of beer were laid down upon 
the counter with a simultaneousness that showed 
prompt decision and five panic-stricken men 
perambulated towards the door with a unity of 
action that was admirable. The man behind 
the bar had vanished into airy nothingness, 
and as the weary stranger polished off the free 
lunch and gathered in schooner after schooner 
until, beer-laden, he ambled toward the street, 
that saloon was as bare as the upper lip of a 
sixteen-year-old youth. 

And the poor, homeless, wandering refugee 
from the fever-stricken city of Memphis, foot- 
sore and woebegone, turned into Beekman 
Street with the dazed, sad countenance of one 
whom life had left nothing worth living for. 
As he passed into Theatre Alley, two shabbily- 
dressed tramps approached him and inquired 
in accents of anxiety: 

‘Well, Bill, how does the new racket 
work ?”’ 

The poor, homeless, wandering refugee from 
the fever-stricken city of Memphis, who had 
so suddenly descended to plain ‘ Bill,” laconi- 
cally replied with a deflection of the left optic: 

“Immense!” 
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How the new recruit practises the “locust 
tattoo”—on a dummy. When he attains pro- 
ficiency, he will be permitted to operateon the 
human subject. 
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This is the man who said he tound 
mer decidedly agreeable. 





KING OR CLOWN—WHICH? 


M ISTER JACK KELLY has recently 





had himself very extensively inter- 

viewed, and the result is that Mister 
Kelly refuses to allow Mr. Robinson to be re- 
nominated for Goverror by the Democratic 
party of this State. He says ““Tammany won't 
support Robinson if he is re-nominated.” 

Now, that’s flat and to the point; and as 
Tammany Hall casts only about one-fifth of the 
Democratic vote in this State, Mister Kelly puts 
himself in the attitude of making one-fifth 
dominate four-fifths; in which case he is clearly 
a Dictator—a King. 

But, if. our memory serves us rightly, Mister 
Kelly has assumed the royal purple before this 
crisis aroused him to flourish his sceptre. 

Some years ago, let us say in 1876, in St. 
Louis, Mister Kelly, with his courtiers and 
equerries and men-at-arms and beef-eaters, 
said that Tammany wouldn’t have Tilden for 
President: and the courtiers all howled so that 
the Democracy became disgusted, and Mr. Til- 
den was nominated; whereupon Mister Kelly 
took a back seat and howled himself hoarse for 
Tilden. 

On another occasion, he sneered to scorn 
the idea of the people of this city sending the 
recent Morrissey to the Senate; he said ‘‘ Mor- 
rissey hadn’t the ghost of a chance;” yet the 
morning after the election Mister Kelly felt 
sick when he read that the people had elected 
Morrissey by thousands—not that they loved 
Morrissey more, but that they loved Kelly very 
much less. 

Still, more recently, he chuckled with delight 
at the very idea of the rag-tag-and-bobtail of 
this city electing Edward Cooper to the Mayor- 
alty; yet the majority for Cooper was so great 
that Mister Kelly and all his accountants 
couldn’t even. count it. 

The fact is that since, of recent years, the 
world has produced such men as Bismarck and 
Beaconsfield, Kelly wants to be a great man, 
too—he wants to be “‘a biger man” than either 
of the big B’s; but, in choosing the purple of 
royalty, he seems to have tumbled himself into 
the motley of the clown. 

So all we can say to Mister Kelly is that, 
when he finds once again that he is more 
laughed at than feared, and once more ascer- 
tains that he cannot drive Democratic voters 
like sheep, that he should wrap the drapery of 
Tammany about him and lie down and bury 
his little hatchet. 
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IN JONES’S WOOD, 


“I say, ain’t this high? A ten cent cigar 'n’ a reg’lar ice-cream gal! Oh my! kill 


me, I’m to sweet ter live!” © 











THE CONVERSATIONAL BLACKSMITH. 


‘< a 
J E’S a very. curious man,” said the 
native to whom thé reporter applied 
for information about the local con- 
versational celebrity, ‘‘and I wouldn’t advise 
you to talk to him, unless you know his ways. 
He’s kinder apt to get interested in what he’s 
sayin’, and abstracted like. If 1 was you, I’d 
keep out of that blacksmith’s shop, I would.’’ 

But the reporter wouldn’t. He said that was 
the way he liked to find a man; and that he 
had been sent up there to interview that man, 
and to hear him talk, and that he meant to 
write up a column-and-a-half article on that 
conversationalist of the forge; and that he 
didn’t mean to travel back from Cairo, Greene 
Co., t6 New York, just because he found a man 
had absent-minded ways. 

So he went in and opened up a conversation 
with the blacksmith, who was quite what you 
might call a remarkable man. He had made 
himself f#mous for twenty-five miles around by 
his phenomenal vivacity of his chin. He was so 
great a talker that people used to come from 
all the neighboring counties to hear him sling 
the vernacular. He talked about two hundred 
words to the minute, when he got warmed up 
to his subject, and he had more opinions to the 
cubic yard of conversation than any six men in 
Cairo. 

His reputation had finally got as far as New 
York, and the reporter’s paper had despatched 
him to Cairo to tap the stream of language at 
its source. 

So he went in and talked to the blacksmith. 

He was a fearfully easy man to talk to, that 
blacksmith. 

At the first leading question he limbered up 
his chin, hauled his epiglottis into position, and 
fired off. 

‘‘Who’s going to be the next president ?” he 








repeated, hammering ferociously at a horse- 
shoe. ‘ Well, I tell you who @in’?; and that’s 
Sherman, Now that man ain’t no good, Who's 
Sherman, anyway? What’s he been and gone 
and done for the country? Nothing. Re- 
soomed, did he? So does any man who’s 
busted—he resooms as $00n as he can. What's 
resumption, anyway? Does resumption put 
another dollar inté my pocket or into your’s, 
my: friend ? What’s @ dollar, anyway? A dollar 
is pork, and a dollar ’s beans, and a dollar ’s a 
biled shirt. I ain’t ‘had a biled shirt on since 
John Sherman resoomed. And am I going to 
throw away my vote on John Sherman. No- 
sirree!”” And he plunged the horse-shoe into the 
water-tub, and withdrew it, and hammered on 
it again, and dipped it again; as he went on, 
without waiting for the reporter’s remarks ‘or 
queries: : 

‘‘ Then there’s Evarts—William M. Evarts. 
He’s a candidate, is he? I tell you, there ain’t 
no chance for Evart’s. The people don’t want 
no such man as Evarts, They want a man who 
can talk. Can Evarts'talk, anyway? No, sir; 
he ain’t no talker. For a little light conversa- 
tion, mebbe, he’s good endéugh ; but he ain’t no 
sort of a hand at_ sustained eloquence!”’ 

And, thoroughly absorbed in. his interesting 
theme, the b ith, having finished his 
horse-shoe, fastened his tongs upon the help- 
less reporter, and drew him ly towards the 
anvil. 

‘‘What are you ‘doing?” cried the inter- 
viewer, “I say—” , 

‘What's a talker, anyway?” the blacksmith 
went on. ‘A talker is a man who’s got some 
range to his conversation—a man who ain’t 
confined to one subject, nor to one style. Now, 
I don’t pretend to do no fancy talking, for 
instance; but I consider I’ve got some scope, 


and some grip of things in general. Now, what | 


is grip, anyway?” 


Here he lifted .the reporter up, absent- 
mindédly twisted him‘over on one side, and 
laid him in the forgé, - / 

“TI say—” gan. the reporter. 

_, But he didn’t say: the blacksmith went 
right on. ; 

“Grip is the hold a man has on his subject 
and the way he handles*it;” and he laid the 
reporter on the anvil and commenced ham- 
mering him out with artistic evenness. ‘‘ Now, 
there’s some subjects requires light handling, 
and there’s some subjects requires solid ‘hand- 
ling: There’s astronomy, for instance. : Now, 
what's astronomy, anyway? Astronomy’s the 
Star-surveying business. When I strike out on 
. stars—” and he struck stars out of the reporter, 
“*T turn the job out neat.” 

Here he heeled off the reporter, and turned 

him up at the counter-tip. 
_.“T went in for star cultivatin’ about a year 
ago. I made a telescope out of two tomato- 
cans, and a pair. of spectacles. I went.in for 
discoverin’ planets, and I tell you I discovered 
right solid, I ain’t no slouch when 1 go to dis- 
coverin’ planets. Now, what’s a slouch, any- 
way? Aslouch is a man that séts out to dis- 
cover planets and don’t discover nothin’ but 
little asteroids and sich, First off, I dis- 
covered Jupiter and Vents, which ain’t no 
small potato for a beginning.” 

He rounded off the interviewer with a neat 
professional stroke, and swished him into the 
water-tub. 

“‘ Of course the jealousy and narrowminded- 
ness of them fancy astronomers interfered with 
me, and they gradually spiled the business for 
me; but you don’t suppose I’d done with 
science then, do you?” 

‘“No,” he continued, as he returned the 
representative of the metropolitan press to the 
anvil, and began to spike out the nail-holes, 
“I was only just beginning. I turned my 
attention right square onto finance. I’m the 
inventor Of the boss currency. Mebbe you 
don’t know it; but it was me who give to the 
world the grand idea of a injin-rubber,‘cur- 
rency. I tell you, sir,’’ said he, as he turned 
the reporter up on his curved end and ham- 
mered down his heel-tips, “ if the greenback 
party had gone in on that platform in ’76, 
they’d have gone to victory,» Now, what’s 
victory, anyway? Victory. isfoing a job up 
solid.” 

Here he rounded off the feporter’s rough 
edges, and smoothed out his upper sides. 

“Victory is giving defeat 4 settler right in 
the proboscis. Victory is knockifigopposition 
into a cocked hat. Victory is uplifting the 
standard of progréss over the whole universe, 
Victory is taking the rag off all creation. Now, 
what’s creation, anyway ?—Dear me!” said the 
conversational blacksmith, ‘I’ve béen ham- 
‘mering that young man into a horse-shoe all 
this time, and I neVer knew it. Well, I suppose 
it can’t be helped. Now, what’s a newspaper 
man, anyway?” 








SCIENTIFIC. 


Petroleum ’ile!—well, now, the fax is, 
’Arth needs it fur to grease her axis. 
This bustin’ out uv old Vesuvus ? 
Hain’t got grease left enuf to move us: 
An’ so the‘ friction in ’arths bowels 
Continooally grinds an’ growels, 

An’ workin’ to’ard the surfis nigher, 
Busts out in sulfer gas an’ fire. 

Cloze pan on this petrolum borin’ 
Ani’ that shets out volcano’s roarin’— 
The axes will resoom their ’ilein’ 

An’ everything contingo smilin’: 

If not—the ’arth at any minit 








Turns into Hell—and us all in it! 
-_— “Suowews. 
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LOVE'S SPELLS. 


Y love was lovelier than the dawn, 

And fairer than the rose; 

She’d golden hair and deep blue eyes, 
And slightly turned-up nose: 

I loved the bangs upon her brow, 
The ruffles on her gown; 

Oh, madly I did doat on her, 
*Till she went out of town. 


My horrid business held me fast: 
T could not leave my home, 
Beside the gentle, gurgling brook 
With her I loved to roam. 
Yet I bade cruel fortune grim 
Her direst woes to wreak, 
For well I knew my.love would write 
A letter every week. 


Oh, wretched day when came the post! 

Her letter proved no prize. 

She never crossed a single 7, 

And did not dot her 2’s; y 
But worse, far worse, than all of that— 
. Her shame how can I tell? . 

Though fairer than all Vassar, girls, 

My darling could not spell! 


Such trifles as a dot or cross 
You easily pass by, 

You even do not groan much o’er 
Belittling of the 7; 

But when she writes l-u-v, love, 
It takes away your breath, 

And it doesn’t cheer your heart to read, 
** My deer, I’m yours til deth.” 


You can forgive a purchased braid, 
A tooth or two that’s false, 

And love her if she walk awry, 
Or stumble in the waltz; 

But when she writes of 1-u-v, 
And thinks you are a ‘‘deer,” 

The wheels that run the love machine 
Seem somehow out of gear. 


I wrote unto my darling love 
That we at once must part, 

Although I feared the loss of her 
Would burst my throbbing heart. 

And yet I frankly said to her, 
*¢ I could not bear for life 

Such disregard of Webster’s rules, 
Such spelling in a wife.” 

If I’d been born in olden days, 
When every one spelled queer, 

I might have borne such ignorance 
In one I held so dear; 

But as this world is now made up, 
Why this I know quite well, 

T’ll find, before I take a wife, 


A woman who can spell, ARTHUR LOT. 








WATERING-PLACE. 


THE NEW 


[Puck’s CoRRESPONDENCE. ] 
New AMSTERDAM, Aug. I1th, 1879. 
THE season is now fairly at its height, and 


those who-can manage to tear themselves away 


from Newport and ga, to spend two or 
three weeks here, will add considerably to their 
fashionable reputation, for it is indeed quite the 
Correct Ki-bosh to saunter along the picturesque 
Broadroad, view the noble telegraph poles, and 
listen to Zolian-harp melodies caused by gentle 
dalliance of the zephyrs with the wires. Then 
the ever-moving throng of summer visitors, all 
enjoying the pure air and drinking in the exhi- 
larating coup d’ceil presented on this marvelous 
and unrivalled avenue is an attraction in itself. 

Another exquisite drive is in the famous 
Midland Forest, although, strange to say, it has 
not of late been much frequented by equipages 
or equestrians. On Sunday, however, very 
large numbers of visitors, as pedestrians avail 
themselves of its sylvan shades, where they wile 
the time on the noble crafts that sail on the 
great Caspian of the forest and are tossed about 
by its foaming billows. 

Another important feature of the season here 
is the number of large steam yachts that rendez- 
vous at New Amsterdam. The love of the sport 
and the enterprise of the owners may be judged 
from. the fact. that Mr. Cunard’s steam yacht 





“ Gallia” has just returned from a trip across 
the Atlantic with a large party on board, and, 
it is whispered, it will again make the voyage. 
_. Mr. Inman, it is also stated, will follow Mr. 
Cunard’s example on an early date. His vessel 
is spoken of in high terms, 

Polo is not much in favor here, but a very 
good substitute has been found in the game 
called Stocko. Bulls and Bears are used instead 
of mustangs, Two or three hundred gentlemen 
have formed themselves into clubs, The Stocko 
ground is situated at the angle of Broad and 
Wall Avenues, and is well adapted for the in- 
tended purpose. Mr. Jay Gould, Mr. Vander- 
bilt and Mr. Keene have already fine stables of 
the best breeds of bulls and bears, and practice 
matches are taking place daily in the presence 
of crowds of spectors. 

A match between the Western Unions and 
Union Pacifics is announced for next week. 
There has already been considerable betting 


‘on the event, and the result is looked forward 


to with much interest. 
Among the notabilities now here are Mayor 
Cooper, of New York, who. has a handsome 


| cottage on Avenue V. Police Commissioners 


Wheeler, Erhardt and Smith, also of New York, 
are his guests, and are said to be enjoying them- 
selves immensely. The portly figure of the 
Hon. John Kelly, the well-known President of 
the N. Y. Tammany Private Benevolent Asso- 
ciation; is daily prominent-on Broadroad. He 
looks remarkably well, and one would never 
think that his approaching nomination for Gov- 
ernor of the State troubled him in the least. 
Mrs. Bridget Mahony, the only really aristo- 
cratic lady at present residing on Avenue V, 
gave, during the absence at Newport of some 
other members of the family, a recherché 
supper. Whiskey flowed abundantly, and the 
guests had the full run of the house. The 
visitors comprised Mr. Tim Finnegan and Mr. 
Paddy O’Rafferty, of the Avenue VIII. R. R.; 
Mr. Phil Fogerty, of the - Street Cleaning 
Bureau; Mr. Micky Lafferty, of the Boule- 
vards. The lovely and accomplished Miss 
Norah McShane, the beautiful and talented 
Mary O’Shaughnessy, and the queenly and cul- 
tured Miss Patsy Eringobragh, all of Avenue V. 
(basement) were among those who graced the 
drawing-room of Mrs. Bridget Mahony with 
their presence. GoTEM. 








‘ The Manhattan Beach Crusade has called 
forth several pamphlets on the subject. One 
of them is entitled ‘‘The American Hebrew” 
by H. N. Eaton, and consists largely of ex- 
tracts from newspapers. Our Hebrew fellow 
citizens certainly needed no defence—and if 
they did, we don’t think the ‘American He- 
brew” would do much to help them. Besides, 
the subject, which ought never to have been 
raised is now almost forgotten. 





AMUSEMENTS. 


We have spoken several times in praise of 
the Mapison SQUARE GARDEN. It is now our 
turn to find fault, The programme is not at 
all the Correct Ki-bosh in programmes, It likes 
us not in the matter of selections. If Mr, 
Dodworth knew only how much more popular 
he’d make the place by playing three or four 
good tuneful waltzes nightly, he wouldn’t hesi- 
tate fora moment. Half a dozen piano and 
cornet solos, with “‘collocations,” are altogether 
teo much for one’s patience. 

Haverty’s has the distinction of being the 


only theatre open in the city. The real negro |} 


minstrels are worth seeing and hearing. 








Answers oy the Anvions. 


HASELTINE.—She gets $1,000 every year. 

Jamgs S. CasKET.—You undertake too much in your 
attempts at humor. 

CHARLEY.— When Noah invited the last animal in the 
procession to enter the Ark, he called in your joke along 
with it. 

YAPHANK, JR.— We sympathize with your yearning to 
board free at Saratoga; but we respectfully decline your 
‘¢ Watering-place Correspondence.” 

F. J. G.—Leéaves have their time to fall; but the injus 


dicious people who send in jokes on the Jew business at 


Manhattan Beach seem to know no period suitable for } 
tumbling to themselves. 

WILLy G.—Willy, sweetest, does old man G. know 
you are writing poetry? Because if he did, he would 
probably put you on a steady diet of trunk.strap that 
might subdue the frenzy of your muse, to a certain ex- 
tent. Tell him, Willy. , 

ALTHEA ARONSON.—We are awfully sorry that your 
“baby brother died’’; but we don’t see that there is any. 
good and sufficient reason why you should tell us of it in 
iambic verse one foot and a half short in the backstroke: 
We suppose your heart zs ‘‘an empty, aching void”; but 
all we can do is to advise you to fill it with some other 
girl’s ‘‘baby brother”—a good, healthy baby brother, 
about eighteen years old, with a moustache expected, 
He’ll lighten up the situation, Miss Aronson. 

VIATOR.—We will put you “in” with pleasure. 

New York, Aug, 11th, 1879. 


To Puck—“ free.” 


When is a miner depressed? 

When he has a load (lode) on his mind. 
What is the longest poem on record? 
Ode (owed) to a tailor! 


If you think they are good enough put ’em in and I will look out 
for ’em. 

PURELY ORIGINAL, oak 
VIATOR. 

Young man, you require no comment at our hands. 
All there is for you to dois to die—quietly, unobtrusively; 


but surely, 








‘* Sweet to the Spirit’s listening ear!” . 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE. 


WRITTEN EXFRESSLY FOR PUCK, 


BY 
JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 
“Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘¢ Fair Fragoletta;” *‘* Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life;” 
** Legends of Lorne;” ‘“ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc., etc., etc. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 


Laughter and tears, and tears and laughter, 
Each, Here, the other follows after; 
But there be only tears, or only laughter, 
In the Llereafter. 
-—ANON. 


i 
ere happily is not all tragedy. Laugh- 

.<, ter and tears are but the reverse sides of 

@-” the same coin, and as a rule the one al- 
ternates the other pretty regularly, the tears 
perhaps having the best of it in the generality 
of cases. 

In life at Gleninver, however, laughter was 
in the ascendent, and when next morning the 
various members of the household met at the 
break fast-table, it was evident to the most care- 
less eye that something out of the ordinary was 
brewing, and that something of a decidedly 
non-melancholy kind. 

Only two members of the company were re- 
markable for length of visage and perceptible 
non-communion with the good humor of the 
company; said two being our hero and our 
friend the Doctor. 

The former’s face was as long as Don Quix- 
ote’s in that redoubtable knight’s most solemn 
and impressive mood; so much so that his vol- 
atile pupil, Alister, as he slyly nudged his sister 
Maggie, was tempted to whisper: 

‘* By Jove, Mag, it’s too bad; you must have 
been cutting up rough last night—Campbell’s 
face is so long. How would you like to go into 
the undertaking business ?” 

But Maggie, who was in the best of spirits, 
only bade him “be quiet, for a foolish boy,” 
and calmly continued, like Goethe’s heroine, 
a /a Thackeray, to discuss her bread and _ but- 
ter. 

As to the Doctor’s face, it was a sight to see; 
a study in itself. Always rotund, its unusual 
redness—red almost to purple—gave to said 
rotundity additional prominence. The large 
eyes winked uneasily, and the nervous twitch 
of the fingers as they struggled to direct the 
too-insinuating knife through the joints of the 
succulent fowl betokened a mind ill at ease. 

Even Archie, engrossed as he was with his 
own heartaches, could not fail to notice the 
Doctor’s out-of-sortishness, and wondered to 
himself if he too had had his little heart- 
break. 

That he was, to quote Alister’s elegant phrase- 
ology in describing the same, “spoons on” 
Effie he knew, and that the two were contin- 
ually falling out and as often making it up 
again he was also aware of. But, then, he 
knew Bob too well to associate breaking hearts 
with his volatile nature. 

Bob, as was notorious, had a trick of falling 
in love with every ‘‘last’”’ woman he met, so be 
it she had a good appearance and was “‘ in so- 
ciety ;” and each time he fell in love—and the 
number of times per month was usually regu- 
lated by the state of his stomach (for Bob— 
whisper it not in Askelon; tell it not in the 
streets of Bath—was bilious) he vowed, in 
the fashion of Charlie Wyndham, in an amus- 





ing comedy, the name of which escapes us, 
‘“ she was the only woman he had ever loved.” 

So Archie rejected the heart-broken theory, 
and having reluctantly done so, wondered all 
the more what was up. It could hardly have 
been the supper of the previous night, for of 
**that confounded cucumber I ate und can’t 
digest ” the cucumber-loving Bob had, for a 
miracle, not partaken, and the lobster-salad 
had also been by him religiously avoided. 

But Archie’s perplexity was not of long dur- 
ation; the secret was too good to be kept, and 
long before breakfast was finished the cause of 
Bob’s mental perturbation was blurted out by 
the unforgiving and revengeful Count. 

The latter, it seems—as our talented friend 
of the Daily Automaton would put it—had 
been persuaded the day before by the too se- 
ductive Bob to accompany his Esculapian 
friend on what the latter facetiously called a 
‘* leetle valk” —we are now quoting the Count 
—‘across ze mountains to get ze egg ov ze 
Scottish—vat you call badger.” 

And the Count had consented, and, accom- 
panied by a gillie, the two had crossed “ze 
mountains —vich ver very mooch high—in 
zearch ov ze egg ov ze Scottish—vat you call 
badger.” And the day being particularly 
warm, and the Count’s flask particularly small, 
the latter was exhausted in a particularly short 
space of time; whereat was ye noble Count 
Frankylstein particularly disgusted, and he 
turned to his learned friend the Doctor and 
complainéd bitterly thereof. 

And his learned friend the Doctor, by the 
vulgar called Bob, marvelled exceedingly and 
replied unto his Countship: 

‘‘And what of that? Are we not in the land 
of ye mountain dew and the pleasures thereof ? 
Quit thee of thy grief, and let us repair unto 
the nearest spring and refresh ourselves with 
the mountain dew.” 

Now the crafty Doctor had previously and 
privily prepared the waters of the spring 
whereof he so flippantly spoke, and had bribed 
the gillie, of whom the name was Tonald, to 
pour a certain quantity of ardent spirits into 
the aforesaid spring. 

But the Count, not knowing thereof, went 
unto the waters innocently and with alight heart, 
for he had often tasted of the mountain-dew 
and knew how good it was. 

And, having reached the spring, he knelt re- 
verently down—as the vulgar might call it—all- 
fours and he drank of the waters, and they 
tasted well, and he was mightily refreshed, and 
after that he forgot all about the badger’s egg, 
and employed his time searching for springs of 
mountain dew. 

But he found none, and in the end suspect- 
ing the Doctor’s perfidy, he made inquiry and 
found whereof he had been guilty. Whereat 
was he exceeding wroth, but, being politic, 
concealéd his anger and resolved on being re- 
venged. 

Such, as written out by Flora, was the story 
of the “‘ Count’s credulity and the Doctor’s 
deceit,” and the recital of it aloud by the Pro- 





fessor, in his gravest and most solemn manner, 
convulsed the company with laughter—laughter 
in which, we are happy to say, none joined 
more heartily than the noble Count. Perhaps 
the fact that he had had his revenge and that 
fact was about to be announced had something 
to do with it. Anyhow the Count took Miss 
Flora’s little story in good part, and after the 
applause and laughter had subsided proceeded 
to give his own version of what he was pleased 
to call the epilogue. 

Behind Gleninver house, a little way to the 
north, a small stream tumbled and foamed 
down the hill side, forming two large, deep 
pools, scooped out of the solid rock, in the 
shape of a large bath, as if by the art of man. 

In these natural baths the male members of 
the household were in the habit of taking their 
morning dip, and the lower one being the 
deeper, larger and more secluded of the two, 
our friend Bob had coolly appropriated it to 
himself for his own particular and exclusive 
benefit, without so much as consulting the tastes 
of his friends. 

As the Count, with a gruesome face, put it, 
“He might hev—vat you call toss for it, but 
ze Doctor, though a goot fellow, eez selfish.” 

And so, like so many easy-going, sociable, 
comfort-loving ‘‘good fellows,” the Doctor was, 
and though neither Archie nor the Professor 
said anything, they thought their friend’s ap- 
propriation of the particular bath in question 
not exactly in the best of form. 

So, too, thought the Count, who, though in 
a less degree than Bob, was also particularly 
fond of his own comfort, and generally took 
good care to look after number one. 

It is doubtful, however, if his thoughts would 
ever have found expression in words, much less 
in action, had it not been for the Doctor’s too 
successful attempt to ‘‘ gull”’ him in the matter 
of the mountain dew. 

The Count was altogether too much of a 
gentleman to show any feeling or make any 
complaint in a matter of the kind, and it was 
not until Bob had so grievously provoked him 
and stung the amour propre of the heir of the 
Frankylsteins that’ he resolved on action. 

Having once made up his mind, however, 
the Count lost no time in putting his plans into 
execution. 

As we have said,it was the habit of the 
Doctor to take an early morning bath in the 
lower pool, where, reclined at ease, chin-deep 
in the cooling water, he enjoyed himself to his 
heart’s content, while he lazily puffed a mild 
cigar or cigarette. 

On the morning of which we write, however, 
the Count was up a long time before the Syba- 
ritic Robert, and was, engaged, might and 
main, in some engineering operations of con- 
siderable importance, the main object of which 
was to dam the upper pool in such a way 
that on the removal of a stick or stone the bar- 
ricade could be instantaneously removed, and 
the accumulated mass of imprisoned water, 
with all the mud, stones, decayed vegetables 
and wood forming the dam, be precipitated 
into the pool below. 

The experiment was an unqualified success, 
and what intensified the victim’s chagrin was 
the fact that the wily Count had taken care to 
have the Professor, Alister, Archie, the footman, 
gardener, keeper and gillies in ambush, so as to 
be spectators of the fun. 

But of this the unsuspecting Doctor had no 
suspicion, nor of the formidable preparations 
overhead. Unsuspectingly he divested himself 
of his clothes; carefully he stepped into the 
cooland inviting waters; cautiously hestretched 
himself on his back and floated, as was his cus- 
tom; and with a supreme sense of satisfaction 
and enjoyment he leisurely puffed his cigarette. 

But his pleasure was short-lived. In the 
very midst of his enjoyment a noise as of dis- 
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tant thunder was heard; a sudden terrible com- 
motion as of many waters startled his affrighted 
ear, and ere he could even turn himself he was 
buried under a blinding, stifling, crushing ava- 
lanche of foam, water, mud, wood, slime, etc., 
etc., and if it had not been for the timely as- 
sistance of the keeper and John, the coach- 
man, who rushed into the flood and pulled out 
the unfortunate bather by main force, Bob’s ca- 
reer might not improbably have been brought 
to an untimely end. 

Such is the story of the Count’s revenge, 
which, told in his own quaint way and broken 
English, fairly set the table in a roar. 

It was nearly the last time for many a long 
day that hearty laughter was heard in Glen- 


inver House. 
(To be continued.) 








Puck's Ferchanges. 


The turtles drum in the pulseless bay, 
The crickets creak in the prickful hedge, 
The bullfrogs boom in the puddling sedge, 
And the whoopoe whoops its vesper lay 
Away. 
In the twilight soft and gray. 


The lovers stroll in the glinting gloam— 
His hand in her’n and her’n in his— 
She blushes deep—he is talking biz— 

They hug and pop as they listless roam— 

They roam— 
It’s late when they get back home. 


Down by the little wicket gate, 
Down where the creepful ivy grows, 
Down where the sweet nasturtium blows, 
A box-toed parent lies in wait— 
In wait— 
For the maiden and mate. 


Let the crickets creak and bullfrogs boom, 
The whoopoe wail in the distant dell— 
Their tuneful throbs will ne’er dispel 

The planted pain and rooted gloom— 

The gloom 
Of the lover’s dismal doom. 
’ — Unknown Ex. 


WILL the Messiah let Corbin in Azs hotel ?— 
Wheeling Leader. 


Woman’s inhumanity to man is what keeps 
the broom market steady.— Oi/ City Derrick. 


No newspaper man ever died of swallowing 
a $20 gold piece.— Columbus Sunday Capital. 


TuE boom from the seaside now is the re- 
sonance of mosquito-slapping.— Hartford Post. 


Levy always carries two cornets; one to play 
on and one to be seized by the sheriff.—Vew 
Orleans Picayune. 


Tue oldest and best families of Leadville do 
not permit pistols to be used until after dinner. 
—W. VY. Commercial Advertiser. 


A wEALThy Californian wants Sara Bernhardt 
to stand as a weather-strip for one of the doors 
of his palace.— Wheeling Leader. 


A pgap snake can be brought to life with a 
pint of whiskey. You drink the whiskey and 
then look at the snake.— Boston Post. 





Nowapays they get out on the stoops to con- 
quer.— Syracuse Times. 
Girls or mosquitoes ?—V. Y. Express. 


A MAN who habitually treats other men’s 
wives more politely than he does his own, will 
have to pay cash in advance at this office.— 
Wheeling Leader. 


Ir is rumored that Sara Bernhardt, the act- 
ress, has refused a good round sum to act as an 
advertisement for the anti-fat manufacturers. — 
Yonkers Statesman. 


In the days of the Goths and Vandals the 
sentinel of Rome was a goose. But who would 
call the modern Rome Sentine/ a goose? <An- 
ser!—Phila, Bulletin, 


IF you see a fellow running around with very 
few garments on, and a couple of black eyes, 
hand him over to a police officer. Cetywayo 
is a fugitive.—2. Y. Express. 


THOSE marvelous cartoons only save Puck 
from being taken to task for publishing a squib 
from this paper and giving the New York Zx- 
press the credit.— Rochester Express. 


THE present vacation season allows ample 
time for the schoolmaster to recover from the 
effects of the upturned tacks and bent pins of 
the spring term.— ew Haven Register. 


An exchange has an article on the tomb of 
Jonah! The whale begs to remark that, so far 
as he is concerned, he isn’t guilty; he merely 
acted as a temporary vault.—_ Buffalo Express. 


A Norwicu coachman has just fallen heir to 
$50,000, and he can’t get a chance to elope. 
The old folks can’t be induced to do or say 
anything to give him an excuse for so doing.— 
Boston Fost. 


‘* How are you off for funds to-day ?” asked 
a collector of an impecunious, though classical 
debtor. ‘“‘ Iam semper idem—always the same, 
emphatically ‘without change!’”— Baltimore 
Every Saturday. 


Wuat is the difference between a diplomatic 
corps and a diplomatic corpse? The one is a 
body of diplomatists and the other is Stough- 
ton, U. S. Minister at St. Petersburg.—San 
Francisco News-Letter. 


Pitkins calls an old cat that climbs on his 
back fence and howls all night, Macbeth, be- 
cause it doth-murder sleep. This is old, but if 
we don’t set it going again somebody else will. 
— Cincinnati Sat. Night. . 


AnD so Lawrence Barrett is about to make a 
tour of the Southern counties. We knew that 
some day the hand of Providence would fall on 
the people who voted in the new Constitution. 
— San. Francisco News-Letter. 


THE man who tries to find an article on the 
inside of a triple Hera/d in a gale of wind on a 
Long Branch boat, ought to combine the pa- 
tience of Job, the muscle of Heenan, and the 
dexterity of a Majilton—. Y. Commerciat 
Advertiser. 


As a large bull mosquito from New Jersey 
was being led through the streets in New York 
recently, he escaped from his keepers, and sev- 
eral people were badly gored before he was 
finally shot by a policeman.—Boston Commer- 
cial Bulletin. 


THERE is great discontent among the Rus- 
sians in London, and their noses are all out of 
joint since the arrival of the Siamese Embassy. 
The Stroganoffs and Troubetskois have no 
chance at all against such names as Ghamua 
Laraibhaiy and H. E. Phya Bhashakarawongse. 
Since these names were first published the flag 
has been at half-mast on the Russian Embassy. 
—San Francisco News-Letter. 





eee, 


THE RISING GENERATION, 


Tommy—Gimme a cake. 

MammMa—lIf what ?—// you please. 

Tommy—O, let up on that Pinafore busj- 
ness; gimme a cake! 

— Loronto Grip, 

A SPARKLING exchange informs us that the 
Rothschilds were renowned for the money they 
possessed, Can the world be mistaken in its 
belief that their greatness was based on their 
supposed authorship of Shakspere’s plays?— 
Rochester Express. 


EULALIE’s sweet poem, entitled “The Cu- 
cumber’s Victim,” has been received, and is 
respectfully, but firmly, declined, on the grounds 
that we cannot encourage a muse which makes. 
“‘ really gorgeous ” rhyme with “cholera mor- 
bus.” —S#, Louis Times-Journal. 


TuHomAS K. BEECHER asks, ‘‘ Have you ever 
amused yourself with the whirl of water suck- 
ing down through the ‘waste’ of a bathtub ?” 
We never have, Thomas. During these days 
we are satisfied to amuse ourself with the whirl 
of the lemonade sucking up through a straw. 
—Rome Sentinel. 


A Georcia Judge has decided that a woman 
is not an old maid until she has reached the 
age of thirty-five. This decision being with- 
out recourse, the unmarried ladies of Georgia 
have one and all decided that the line shall be 
drawn anterior to five and thirty. Thus far 
will they go, but no farther.— Boston Tran- 
script. 

Dip you ever observe that when a clergy- 
man receives a call from a congregation which 
can afford to pay him $1,000 a year more than 
he is ge*ting, he at once feels that it is “‘ a call 
from the Lord;” but if the salary attached to 
it be about $500 less than he is getting, the 
Lord keeps discreetly silent.—San Francisco 
Wasp. 

SEVEN young ladies received the degree of 
A. B. at Northampton recently. ‘* But,” asks 
the Lowell Courier, ‘‘ how can a young woman 
be a‘bachelor?” Pshaw! A. B. don’t mean 
that in a lady’s diploma. It means “ after 
bachelors,” and signifies that the young lady 
that received the degree is qualified for matri- 
mony.— Cincinnati Enquirer. 

An Oakland lady writes an indignant note 
to a contemporary, in which, with true rustic 
innocence, she expresses a belief that editors 
never go to heaven. We thought even country 
people knew that journalists never went any- 
where. They don’t get the chance. They 
just sit up nights thinking howto do good, until 
the tops of their heads wear holes through their 
hair.— San Francisco Fost. 


MODEST maidens everywhere, 
While on the city’s street, 
Would rather get their dresses wet 
Than show their pretty feet; 
But down upon the sea-shore, 
(Your pardon we do beg), 
Don’t like their bathing-costume 
If’t don’t show a yard o’ limb. 
— Wheeling Leader. 


A younc lady book agent called on us the 
other day with a volume of prose and poetical 
selections, which she thought we could no 
longer do without. We told her that the book 
would not benefit us. ‘‘ Why,” she replied, 
‘‘ here are the ideas of many writers on various 
subjects, and surely a hundred heads are better 
than one. Now ”—flirting over the leaves of 
the book—‘‘let us see what is said under the 
chapter of Kissing.” ‘‘ Yes,” we assented, 
‘* when it comes to kissing even two heads are 
better than one, but the subject can be tho- 
roughly discussed without referring to a five 
hundred page book.” And we didn’t invest. 
—Worr. Herald, 
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ANOTHER NAPOLEON GONE. 


Tue Imperialists have systained another se- 
yere blow, and the Empress is again bowed 
down with grief. As will be seen by reference 
to our telegraphic columns this morning, Napo- 
leon Bonaparte died of dropsy, in the province 
of Sardis, Mississippi, last Saturday, surrounded 
by about 3,000 Zulus. To designate him from 
the other members of the family, his name was 
usually written with the word ‘‘colored”’ follow- 
ing it. He underwent his “ baptism of blood” 
in a cool, stoical manner, in strict keeping with 
the honor and dignity of the name he bore. 
When the black cap had been properly ad- 
justed, he asked for a handkerchief, which, 
when all was in readiness, he dropped as a sig- 
nal for the sheriff to let go. The trap dropped 
—so did the man—and the Bonaparte of his 
neck was broken with precision and dispatch, 
— Oil City Derrick. 


“THE NEW JUDAEA.” 
“THE PAPAL FARM.” 


‘Hints for the Jews.” 
“Several Ways of getting to 
Manhattan Beach.” 








To meet the demand for the 
above Cartoons, new Editions of 
* Puck’? Nos. 123 and 125 have 
been published. Copies can be 
had from all Newsdealers, 
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“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 
Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK, 
and sold by every first class dealer. 


Acrostic by the Poet Laureate. 


Chee-ful tidings! Chills are banished! 

Mail elastic strength and youth! 

Into naught our woes are vanished, 

Noise abroad the glorious truth! 

Kindred ills that long did grieve us, 

All the frightful, ghastly train, 

Like a routed army leave us, 

Youth regenerate lives again, 

Pain and grief no more afflict us, 
roubles waver, disappear; 

Up the flag of Chinkalyptus! 

Sold by druggists far and near. 


Chinkalyptus is put up in neat die-struck tin boxes containing 
6 pills at 25 ceuts per box, or $2.75 for family package of One 
zen. Maucer & Prrrir, Wholesale Agents, New York, 





G. H. MUMM & CO.’S CHAMPAGNE, 


IMPORTATION IN 1878 


35,906 Cases, 














or 16,270 Cases MOFre 


than of any other brand. 





Persons afflicted with diseases of the eyes can find no greater 
curative than POND’S EXTRACT, There are no harsh 
and irritating drugs in its composition, so that it can be used in 
any case without the least danger of injury to the most delicate 
organism. It has astrangely marvelous power to arrest and re- 
move inflammation. It affords relief upon the first application, and 
producing the best results when its use is continued. Beware of 
imitations. Ask for Ponp’s Extract—take no other. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 

the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 

Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 

but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 

genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons, 

stan U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 
. ¥. City. 








SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeien the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 





German Liederkranz. 


GRAND SEASIDE CONCERT 


SUMMERNIGHT’S FESTIVAL, 
Thursday, August 21, 1879, 


at SEA BEACH PALACE, Coney Island, 


Commencing at 5 o’clock p.m. Concert, by full male chorus of the 
Society and Orchestra, at8 p.m. Dancing at 1op.m. Orchestra 
and two Promenade Bands. Brilliant Illumination and Decora- 
tion of the Palace.. Great Pyrotechnic Display. 

Admission, for non-members properly introduced, $1.00 No 
return checks. Tickets can be obtained at: Constantin Schmidt, 

t Broad St.; Fr. Hollender, Staatszeitung Bldg.; Stemway & 

ms, 111 E. 14th St.; H. C. F. Hohenthal, cor Third Av. and 

52d St ; at the office of the Sea Beach Palace, and from all the 
members of the Society. 

Trains and boats, via Bay Ridge, by N. Y. & Sea Beach R.R.; 
via Locust Grove, by the Brooklyn, Bath & Coney Island R.R., 
and via the New Iron Pier by the boats of the Ocean Steam Navi- 

ation Co., will run all night. In case of unfavorable weather the 


SANDIPER, 
MERCHANT 
6th Avenue Hotel. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST.,. NEW YORE, 


Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for Schools, Colleges and Societies, 
also Class Rings. Designs and Estimates 
sent to any part of the United States. — 
Wedding Rings from $3 to $12, all sizes. 
Keys that wind any Watch 25cts. Auto- 
matic Eye-glass Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
Cased Anolon Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 
gy yon receipt of price. 

EsTABLisugp 1838. 
CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 
No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBL ¢ CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 


B77 7 haarecs P.O: VickERY. August, Maine. 


MATRIMONY. 


A Prince desires to correspond with a young, handsome and 
rich heiress with a view to matrimony. Address: Himmel—Erde 
Paradies, Budapest, Hungary, Poste restante. 



























‘estival will be postponed to Friday, August 22, 1879. 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
SCHMITT é& HOLE BwW=. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 

Brewery & Office, 159—165 E, 59th 
8t. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 
River, N. Y 
We » “3-¥ “BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
rted Bier in all respects, and to Exeel Domestic and 


estern Biers in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the 


“ BEST SHIPPING MIER.” 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN Bier. 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
1. H. BRESLIN, -CONEY ISLAND. 


Wi. 6. SWEET” | Pronrs. 
DENTAL Z OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Trachsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 Cana Street. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection 

























Publisher of “DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 





in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 




















q Just out: TWO NOSES FOR SALE. ***: 








WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH WITS. -_— 15 CENTS, AT ALL NEWS STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 
AMERICA 


NEWS COMPANY, New York. 





























LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 

This Institution was regularly incorporated by the Legislature 
of the State for Educational and Charitable purposes in 1868, FOR 
THE TERM OF TwENTY-FiIvE YEARS, TO WHICH CONTRACT THE IN- 
VIOLABLE FAITH OF THE STATE IS PLEDGED, with a capital of 
$1,000,000, to which it has since added a reserve fund of $350,000. 
IT NEVER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 112th Monthly Grand 
Distribution, New Orleans, September 9th, 1857 prices, total, 
$110,400; capitals, $30,000, $10,000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 
two ey halves, one ($1) dollar, Apply to M. A. DAU- 
PHI . O. Box 692, New Orleans, La; or same at 319 Broaeway, 


PICH &Ce. 
T HAVANA 


102 NASS \ 











L HAV, 


TICKET OF FICE 





Next Havana Drawing takes place August 12th, 
CAPITAL $200, ° 


Tickets to. Hale a: Suare : 00 miths, $8 

x 5 ts ers, $10. Fifths, $8. 

Tenthe Bae Tween, $2. Fortieths, $1. 

Special Rates to Clubs and on application. 
RENTUCEY STATE LOTTERY, DRAWING AUGUST 15. 
Capital, 814,000. Whole tickets, $1. 

pikQUIQIANA RIATE COTTER oe 
ickets, $2, Halves, $1. 

ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 


g@ In writing orders or for information please —_ 
hat you saw this in the English ‘‘Pucx.” 


OLD &RELIABLE 


TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. Lone Cur. 

“ MILD ”’—Rare Old Virginia. ‘*‘ HALVES ’’-—Rare Old 
Perique and Virginia. New Combinations of these Fragrant 
Tohaccos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. Six First 
Price Medals. Paris 1878. Peerless Tobacco Works. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 
Rochester, N. Y. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Muiden Lane, 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 
DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 


DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 


Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 
lwentors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 
AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD 
Furniture. 


PrincipaL Depot FOR THE 
Unrrep STatss: 























VANITY FAIR Flake Out. 
FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR 














ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 


HOIELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 
Price Lists and Circulars Gratis. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES, 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 
A, B. CHISOLM, Proprietor, 
61 BROADWAY. 


CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE wort 


ORLD. 
175,672 NEW and OLD Standard W Andy P; 
Every Department of Literature. Almost given 
away. Catalogue of General Literature and fiction free. Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries. 
LEGCAT BROS. 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK, 








a 





€orvRicnres. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN °S HATS 





174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 
Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 
THE CELEBRATED 
CERMAN 


STUDENT LAMP. 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


HARDWARE, 
CHINA, 








GLASS, 
CUTLERY, 
SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


“1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 &17 COOPER INSTITUTE, N. Y. CITY. 


IsaacSmith’s Umbrellas 


GINGHAM, 22y size....${ OO 
GUANACO, patented.... 2 OO 
SILK; paragon frame 250 
The Famed 








400 


a@ Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 


2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near agth st 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 





eer 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 


BROKHAHNE'S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 














Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. a 


This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated Speed and Dia- 
mond Speer Razors, being Hamburg hollow 


ground. 
W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 





CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


FELT HATS 


FOR’GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 





ee, 


Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 
OPEN FROM 6:80 A. M. T0 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall ang 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

‘ CHAMBERS SL—N earest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
erries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer. 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
to Jersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 
Point. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST,—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

53D ST. AND 8TH AVE. s9THST. ANDogTHAV. 72D 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND oTH AV. D ST. AND 
gTH AV. tog4TH ST. AND 9TH AV. FOR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and roqth st. and gth ay, 
alternately. 

Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

FARE TEN CENTS, 


when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 











Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
““Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9-45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint to 10.35 P M. 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connecting with steamer 
“T). R. Martin’ hourly, from 9.25 A.M, to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘“Thomas Collyer’’ and ‘“Twilight”’ Jeave North River 
landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly to 8.25 P.M. 
Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 P.M. Pier 8, 9.55 A.M., 
and hourly to 6.55 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 
Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.25 P.M. 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, N. K., at 8:35, and 24th St. atg A. M. (By 
Annex boat from BROOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landing at NY- 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. ‘Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 


Photographer, 
1162 Fie thi “GE 
E 














Bet. 27th & 28th Sts. 





MEDALS: 


Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 


American Institute Fair, New York. 








PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between 1st & and Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 





NICOLL, the Tailor. 


139—151 Bowery. 


PUNE ncduckaeve vbove seccccedccescees $3.00 to $10.00 





SUITS to order ...... «+ ++e+$12.00 to $40.00 


THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 

The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 
with perfect comfort, night and day, 
retaining rupture under the hardest 
exercise or severest strain. Sold at 
greatly reduced prices, and sent by 
mail to all parts of the country. 

- Send for full descriptive circular to 


N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO. 





Satisfaction Guaranteed. 








683 Broadway, New York. 





except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., — 
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THE MOST 


The J Mt. ae % Co., 
No. 724° BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST €ELECANT STYLES. 








The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 Years. 





Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
of our own manufacture and importation. 


The J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 


CINCINNATI 
HICAGO, 
ST. LOUIS 


NEW YORK. 








D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 


{HUNGARIAN WINES, £ 


526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “ PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 

No connection with any other House in the United States 


.. OI, 


STEAM 


Pamphlet and Book Binder, 


. 29 BEEKMAN STREET. 


Pamphlet oe of every description, and Pass books for banks 
aspecialty.—Personal attention to everything entrusted to my care. 


ws $5 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


00 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND, 


Issue of 1864, 
which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 
and are redeemed in drawings 

















FO T 
until each and every Bond is drawn with a arger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must ay a ANKE. as there are 
s. 
The three highest yt BLA to 


000 FLORINS, 


is’ 000 FLORINS. 
and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less thah 
200 FLORINS. 
The next FIRST OF F Sur on the 


PTEMBER, 1879, 


and every Bond _—, 4 us on or before the first of Dictetiibie 
4 entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. 
Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LET!ERS and in- 
closing $5, will secure one of these Bonds fér the next drawing. 
For Orders, Circulars, or any other information, address any 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


150 pRoaY WAY, Y. CITY, 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874 
N.B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 


Dsante ‘Matiiacturers of Billiard Tables ” - ede 


Sales from May 1, 1878—79 ‘ - Barrels 2 80,000 
877—78 - . . - - - Barrels 56,215 
INCREASED SALE , : ; . - Barrels 23,785 


Ee 








PAUL BAUER’S 











~-e: BREWERY 405-433 EAST SSHSTNY. 3— 





Or, 95,140 Kegs. 
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4 WEST BRIGHTON BEACH HOTEL 


RNER & CO., 308 ae N. Y.| PATENT COVERS 


“AMERICA” Paine “Puck” 


Price e $1.00 
Extra Dry FOR SALE AT TE THE ° ‘PUCK” 


21 & 23 Warren S8t., 


+B : . e And through any Newdealer. 
= St dll ,. BACK NUMBERS 


“PUCK” 
Can be Supplied on Demand. 


= Per Case, 12 Quarts, $7.00. — 


f 6c ys? 
E Per Case, 24 Pints, $8.00) °nc°, of FUCK", 



























BRANCH: “Hotel Hungaria”, No 4 Union Square, 


















A. HELLER & BRO., 
35 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First Ave., 


are the only Importers of 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 
Ligners and. Crown Champagne, 


in the United States and. Canada, who are regularly 
and personally attending to the selection of their Wines 
directly from the Wine-growers in the most renowned Wine 
districts of Hungary, and are _ able to furnish the very best 
of Wines and Liquors for Family and Medicinal use, 
at reasonable prices. Orders left at the above places will 
be promptly attended to, and delivered free of charge. 


















WITH ELEGANT WINE =e AND RESTAURANT. 


GODORGOIOI2G 9246 TNE SOIC TOIT POSTION IOS OM SO HONG 

















‘(AN HOUR WITH THE AMERICAN HEBREW.” Yor Sete Ausust 1st, Sneed of all Newsdesicrs. 











/ r — . RETURNS. 


New. Yorn, 1877. “Our people G@y 
want @ brate like that for Senator.” 


1 : . t 
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See RS: 


AYER MERKEL ROTIMANN LITHOG 23-25 WARREN ST 





